The mofl lamentable T rage die 

Tituu O heerc I lift this one hand vp toheauen* 

And bow tbisfceblc ruinc to the earth, 

If any power pitties wretched teares. 

To that I call : what would thou knccle with me? 
r Doc then deare heart, for hcauen (hall hearc our prayers. 
Or with our fighs wecle breath the welkin dirome* 

And ftainethe funne with foggeas fometimecloudcs, 
When they do hug him in their melting bofomes* 

M arcus. Oh hrother fpeake with poflibilitics, 

And do not breake into thefc deepc cxtre a mes # 

Titus. Is net my forrow deepe v hauing nobott^me? 
Then be my paflios bottomleflc wijhthcm# / 

Marcus . But > ct let reafon goucrnc^hy lament. 

Titus, lfrhcre were reafon for thefc mifcrics, 

Then into limits could I binde my woes : 

"When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflow f 
Ifthewindes rage, dothnotthefea waxmad, * 
Threading the welkin with his bigfwolne face l 
And wilt thou hauea reafon for this coile? 

I am the fea* Harkc how her Q gbes doc flow • 

Slice is the weeping w elkiny I the earth : 

Thenmuft my Sea be moued with her fio-hes, 
Thenmuftmy earth with her cantinualltcares, 
Becomea deluge : ouerflowed and drowned : 

Forwhy, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard mufti vomit them. 

Then giue me Icaue, for loofers will haue leauc, 

To eafetheir ftomackcs with their bitter tongues. 

Enter a me fencer with two heads and a hand. ’ 

Mtffen. Worthy Andronicsss, ill art thou repaid, 

For that good hand thou ftntft the Emperour : 

Heerc arc the heads of thy two noble Tonnes, 
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And heeresthy hand in fcorne to thee fent baclee ! 

Thy griefes theirfport s :'Thy refolution mockt : 

That woe ismetdthinkcvpon tby woe*. 

More then remembf anceof my fathers death, Ex < 

(Jttarc. Now let hot iEtpacoolcifl Cicilie, 

Andbemyhartancuer-burninghell : 

Thefc miferies are more then may be borne. 

To weepe with them that weepe, doth cafefome deale, 

But forrow floated at, is double death. 

Luci. Ah that this light fhould make fo deepe a wound. 
And vet detefted lift not (lirinkc thereat i 
That euer death fhould letltfe beare his name, 

Where life hath no moreintcrefl butto breath. 

Marc. Alas poore hart that kifle is comfoitlcffe, 

As frozen water, to a ftaruedfnakc. 

Thus. When will this fearefull dumber haue anendi 
iMar, Now farewell flatteric, die Jndronictu, 

Thou doft not {lumber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter heerc i 
Thy other banifhtfonnewith this deere fight 
Strucke pale and bloodlcfle, and thy brother I, 

Euen like aftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now no more will I controule my griefes, 

R ent of thy filucr haire, thy other han d 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The clofing vp of our moil w retched eyes : 

No w is a time to ftormc, why art thon ftill ? 

Ttttts. Ha,ha,ha. . , ' . 

Marc . Why doft thou laugh. ? it fits not with this houre* 
Turn. Why Ihaue not another teare to ftied : 

Befides, this forrow isanenemie, 

And would vfurpevpon my watry eyes, 

And make them blind c with tribu tarie teares. 

Then which way fhalllfindeReuenges Cauc? 
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